At the Food Court 


old guy w/ rolling walker 
has to stand to eat; 


large rectangular woman 
w/ feet like violin cases 


greets him, but before she sits, 
Slides her hand between his legs. 


“Some men know how to be men.” 
Then both stare at me. 


One of those too-rare moments 
when I thunder the right thing: 
"T am a professor of Comparative Literature!" 


